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u 1\ /! Y father! He was my religion,
|y 1 my ideal of a man, almost, I
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mo nearer to "God!"
Henry George's daughter, Anna, looked

up from her slender white fingers, Interlacedin nervous, convulsive twists, which
showed the agony that probing at her
heart's memory caused her.
The western sun fell on her long, redgoldhair, which frames a face, gentle,

rather than pretty, like a saint's aureola.
A young nun telling her beads she looked

like, seeing in* spirit the agony of some

martyr, suffering for his suffering, but inspiredwith the faith that the cause for
which he gave his life would triumph.
"My father was not a religious man,

hut.I think, I know he believed in God.
j-iieitf iii'U.y nave ueeu u. iiujtr wia^ii utr uiva

not.nearly all of us have to go through
tfliat some time in our lives.but toward
his last years be did.
"He did uot believe in doctrines. The

fatherhood of God was his creed.man his
prayers. He taught the religion of humanity.wenever go to church.
"It is hard to tell in a few words the

beauty of his character. It seems almost
too sacred to show it to strangers, and
still so few have any idea of it from his
works and Sroin what has been written
about him,
"The first' memory I have of my father

goes back to the days in San Francisco.
I was a mere baby, too young, almost, to
remember, b»t his tenderness then is so

Btamped on my mind that nothing can

efface it.
"I was a delicate child, amd.well. I

don't know just what was the matter with
me, but I used to wake up every night
about 12 o'clock, screaming.
"Nobody could quiet me but father, nobodyoculd soothe my imaginary fears like

him. He was writing "Progress and Poverty"then. No matter how deep the
thought upon which he was engaged, he
always left his work to come to me.

"He used to take me in his arms to his
Btudy, and show me pictures of birds. Oh!"
A sob, a tearless sob, told how the birds

after many years still nestled near her
heart.

"I don't know What kind of birds mey
were.they semeed to be doves, red and
blue doves. I suppose it was their bright
colors that attracted me. I was too young
to speak, but it seems to me if I could liifl
the books they were in I could turn to the
very page.
"In Dublin, when I was a little child, I

was under his care for a long time. It
was wane my sister Jennie was 111 with
typhoid fever, and my mother had to nurse
her.
"Father used to take me for such lon&

walks, and never seemed to tire of answeringall my questions and explaining
things to me. And I remember so well
how he used to buy me little boxes of
vuvtuiun uiraui urups.

"IIy father had views of his own upon
the education of children. I remember so
well when I was first sent to school, weepingwith mortification because I was made
the bearer of a note to my teacher telling
her I must never bring a school book home
with me. Q
"I felt disgraced, to be treated differently

from other ^irls, but father was very firm,
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and said that when I left school It was

not to study, but to play.
"He was a most Indulgent father, tender

and gentle. He never forbade one doing
anything without explaining why he did
so. He demanded obedience, but not blind
obedience. He respected our individuality;
he treated us like reasonable beings, even

though very small and very young beings,
and showed us the reason we should do
as he directed.
"If we disobeyed, we were warned not

to do so again. If we disregarded the
warning, we were punished. Father was

just; he would hurt us for our good,
though it hurt him more than It did us.

"He had such infinite patience. He would
explain things to us, things which must
have seem'ed so trivial to him. I have
often wondered at his wide and varied
knowledge. Sometimes we have had discussionsamong ourselves on subjects we

never dreamed interested him. He would
look up from his thoughts and join In the
conversation, telling us things which none
of us thought he knew.
"His memory was like a sensitive plate,

it received a lasting impression of all he
ever read or heard. He loved poetry, and
could quote it as easily as though he was

reading it. and still he never committed it
to memory. It seemed photographed on

ills Drain.

"A strange fancy, poetry, for one who
studied the great, solemn problems of life,
was it not? But eo characteristic of the
man, who was broad enough to sympathize
with every feeling, even though not always
sharing it He was not sentimental but he
loved poetry, the rhythm and the harmony
delighted him. No matter what the subject
he could always call to mind some poem to
fit It. He recited with so much feeling.
Rabbi Ben Ezra was one of his favorite
poems. I never heard any one bring out
Browning's meaning like him.
The girl's words, at first clear and distinct,faded into aj low whisper, then a

muse, and the memory of her father's
voice conjured up the aged Jew who said:

For thenec.a paradox
Which comforts while it mocks.
Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail;
What I aspired to be.
And was not, comforts me;
A brute I might have been, but
Would not sink i' the scale.

"They say my father was a self-educated
uiuii. i suppuse iuul la irue, masmucn as
he sought education, but he had as tutors,
Shakespeare and the older poets, John
Stuart Mill, teachers of all things and all
times.
"He read constantly. There was nothing

upon which he could not converse Intelligently.His mind was fairly kaleidoscopic
.every subject showed a new side to it.
And it was so well ordered. No matter
wnat tnougnt lie wanted, lie was always
able to put bis finger on it at onee.

"Ills lite was just as methodical, all
work. He rose at five every morning, and
worked until eleven at night. ,Hc never
would think of his meals or his clothes
but for us. He gave no thought to himself,
to his own comfort or pleasures.
"Frequently he sat wrapped in thought at

the dinner table, solving some problem ol
life. When we least expected it he wpuld
look up from his revery .and say something
for which we, had to seek explanation in
his eyes.
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"He was a delightful teaser. It was Impossibleto tell whether he was In jest or

earnest without consulting his eyes for the
answer. They had sdch a merry twinkle In
them then, though his face showed no trace
of a smile. In these moods he was fond of
the fantastic and humorous in literature,
of the weird and imaginary. He delighted
then In Stevenson.
"Father was fond of music; music with

meaning in it. Folk songs, the 'Marseillaise,'songs with reasons for their being,appealed to him- In the old days, beforemy sister Jennie was taken from us,
he used to sit here where I am and look
out at the sea while she sang 'The King's
Highway' to him and I accompanied her
on the violin.
"Go your way, let me go mine; I to beg

and you to dine," she hummed, catching
the echoes which her picture of the past
called up.
"Father was never the same after Jennie

died. That was last May. He kept up too
well at first: hiding his grief from us. But
it broke his heart.
"Jennie was the oldest of us all. She

was twenty-nine and was very close to
him. She had been his amanuensis for
years, and seemed to read his thoughts beforehe spoke them.
"My mother was able to do that better

than any of us.there was the most perfectbond of sympathy between them.
Mother was his adviser and critic In all
things. He never undertook anything withoutfirst consulting her. Her judgment,
her advice, he placed above any one's.
"This was true not only In business, but

In Ills literary work. Hers was the only
praise he envied. She travelled with him
and thought of his health and comfort as
she would a child's.
"About the only pleasure he ever thought

of taking was a sail. He never lost his
boyish love for the sea, and our little home"
here, in view of the water, was a source of
constant Joy to him. His study looked out
on it; he could see the ships sail away
from where he wrote. It is a big room,
flooded with sunshine. After Jennie died
I was there a great deal with him, taking
dictations from him on my typewriter. He
used one also. For hours and hours no
sound would pass between us, but we
understood one another.
"Father was not a demonstrative man.

Little outward evidences of affection were
not frequent with him, although he was
not lacking in tenderness. I often thought
it was because his love was so deep that
it neded no emphasis.
"I don't think he ever kissed me twice

in succession, or put his arms around me
that I did not cry. It was so unusual.it
meant so much more from him than it
would from any one else. It was like givinghis heart anew.

"He gave it to everything he did. Those
words of his at Cooper Union: 'Even
though I die,' told the story of my
father's earnestness. He gave it to all he
did; he inspired it in all his followers.his
work is the creed of those who worked
nlfh liim

"And Rabbi Ben Ezra's words are his
epitaph:

So take and use thy work!
Amend what flaws may lurk.
What strain o' the stuff, what warpings partThe aim!
My times be in thy hand,
Perfect the cup as planned!
Let age approve of youth, ;,nd death completethe same.
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flSURE ISLAND
YIELDS ITS GOLD.

\ «

Wealth Hidden un a Volcanic
IVass in the Pacific

Is Found,

$30,000,000 THE AMOUNT.

Skeletons Grimly Tell the Tale
of the Failure of Previous

Expeditions.
BRITISH WAR SHIP INTERFERES

Romantic Appearance of an Old Map
and the Despair of a Woman

Who Secured It Too
Late.

Fifteen men on the deacl man's chest.
Vo.ho.ho and a bottle of ruml

Drink and the devil had done for the rest.
io.ho.ho and a bottle of ruml

Stevenson's tale of "Treasure Island,"
with its desperate men singing the above
grewsome couplets, its skeletons, its
"Black Dog," and 'Tew," and "pieces of
eight," Its mysterious map, and its desperateattempts to discover bidden treasure,at no matter what peril to life, is
fully matched in the true story of Cocos
Island, from which a British frigate has
jtist returned with the tale that the vast
quantity of gold and silver and precious
stones hidden there many years ago has
just been found.
A solitary mass of rocks, of volcanic

origin, lying In the I'aciflc Ocean, MX)
miles southwest of Costa Rica, of which it
is a possession, is Cocos Island. It is in
latitude 5 degrees 30 minutes north, and
longitude 87 degrees west. It is barren
and dismal, for on the volcanic rocks vegetationgrows but sparsely. Yet there is
an abundance of fresh water to be had,
and turtles and lisli and birds, with wild
goats that leap from rock to rock, furnish
the food.
In 1820 a vast treasure of $30,000,000 was

hidden 011 the island. Central America
was in revolt against the dominion of
Spain, and personal wealth was in daily
danger of confiscation and loss. Then it
was that some of the wealthiest citizens
gathered together their jewels, their silver
and their gold, and, with mutual pledges
of good faith and secrecy, arranged to
send the treasure to a safe hiding place.
At dead of night they put the wealth on

board a little schooner that crept quietly
in shore. The crew, with the except'on
of the captain, was dismissed, and a half
dozen of the wealthy men went 011 board
to work the little vessel, which silently
crept out into the darkness. They were
but indifferent sailors, yet they all agreed
that it was better to risk their lives than
to admit others than the captain, who was
a man they could thoroughly trust, to the
knowledge of what they were about to do.
After several days of sailing over glassy

seas, the rocky island was sighted. As
they reached it, it frowned upon them in
bleak and dreary sullenness, and a storm
arose that dashed great waves upon its
rocky sides.
A hiding place was chosen.a cave on the

side of a hill.and there chest after chest
was ueposuea. rue men loouea at eacn
other furtively and with glowering suspicion.Then1 were a few words of doubt
expressed, and between two of the number
a quarrel arose. One fell dead across the
hidden opening of the cave, and gave the
treasure its baptism of blood.
The return voyage was sombre, for each

man feared that lie had trusted his neighborovermuch. One night as the schooner
nearer the Central American shore, the captainwas stabbed and thrown overboard, and
the five men who remained could with difficultymanage the ship. A heavy wind
drove it toward a pebbly beach, and the
men barely escaped with their lives. Each
had with him a map of the island, with a
cross upon it to show the location of the
cave.
One of the band was captured by the

Spaniards and slain; another secretly fitted
uui <1 vessel uiiu suneu aiune iui me ucub*

lire, but the boat was driven back and
wrecked and his dead body was washed
ashore.
The remaining three, loyal to each other,

sailed at the close of the war, but agaK
a mighty storm arose, and their boat ws»
driven back and one of the three was
drowned. The two remaining sailed again,
and reached the ill-fated island, only to be
dashed against its rocky shores to perish.
The ocean drowned them, or fever struck

them down. The island became dotted with
skeletons. Many who never saw one of the
maps, but who heard rumor of vast treasureon the Island, went there, and for days
and weeks and months wandered about,
till excitement and fever killed them. The
Island has an area of forty square miles,
and it was, therefore, over a broad space
that the searchers had to look.
Few ever returned to tell of their experiences.for most of the adventurers, even

though they felt the hand of death pressingheavily upon them, could not bear to
relinquish their golden dream. Those who
gave up the search and escaped were
gaunt and haggard and nerve-broken men.

It was less than a year ago that the islandagain came into prominence, and it was
through an expedition fitted out by a
woman. Airs. .Tames Brennan, of North
Sydney, Nova Scotia, who had come into
possession of one of the original maps,
three-quarters of a century old. The 6tory
of how she obtained it Is as strange as
that of bow the map of Stevenson's "Treas-
ure Island" was found.
A sick sailor had been befriended by her

husband, and taken to his home. There,
as the poor fellow, growing daily weaker,
found that there was no hope of life, he
whispered his secret to his benefactor,
showed him a map of the island, and told
him what he understood of its meaning,
Brennan. himself a sailor, had heard of
Cocos Island, and was beside himself with
joy. But grim death, that had so long
guarded the treasure, and had taken the
sailor who gave Brennan the map, took!
Brennan himself within a few short weeks,

It was in March last that his widow, in
a vessel manned by nine men. sailed from]
San Francisco; and she and the sailors
gazed eagerly at the darkly forbidding
rocks as the island was neared. They were
confident that the island was deserted, and
that none would see them draw forth the
long-hidden chests of treasure.
But as they neared the island and steered'

Old Map of Gocos Island
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for the inlet into which so many years ago
the millionaire-manned schooner sailed
they saw an uncouth figure dancing on the
rocks. It was a man, and, as they found
on landing, a white man. But the poor
fellow's senses had almost left him. He
had become delirious through solitude, and
now was still more delirious through joy.
He could scarcely speak, for he had been
alone so long as to have almost forgotten
how. He was half starved and haggard,
and the light of fever shone in his eyes.
He had years before been left on the island
to search for the treasure, with a permit
from the Costa Rican Government, but he
had been forgotten, or, if any one ever
thmifrhf rvf bim If wnc nnlv nc r\f QnAtlior
of the dead victims of the death Island.
The uncouth shadow was Charles Hartford,and his face grew very cunning when

he learned the object of Mrs. Brennan's
visit. Fevered and delirious though he
was, he did not let slip the secret, which
his lonely search had discovered, of where
the treasure was hid.
Day by (Iffy. as the new searchers went

about the. rocks, Hartford's full senses
came back to him, and one day he startled
the party by a formally written out offer,
which is as unique a document as the
wildest fancy could have Imagined. It
ran:
Whereas, It was promised by the Costa RicanGovernment that I would be sent for, but, being

now starving, and not having heard from them,and having no way to get off this island, I hereby
agree with the captain and crew of your schooner
to give you half of the gold and the diamonds andthe silver, I having discovered where the same are
hid away, and I to take the other half and be
safely landed at some port in the United States.
Mrs. Brennan and the captain would not

agree to the terms, for they believed their
own search would be rewarded within a
very short time. Their map had not so
closely marked the spot as they had hoped,plain though it was to the man who made
It, yet they could not believe that they
rw-mlO Coll TViott ennt tUnl,. ~1-

provisions, and were pleased to see Hartfordsail away in it, as they had no fear
of his being able to fit out a return expedition.
But Hartford acted with promptitude.

He went to Victoria, B. C., and told his tale
to the captain of the British ship Imperieuse,and the ship promptly returned with
him to the island, sailing on September 22
last.
He led the way to what he declared was

the hiding place and Mrs. Brennan was
forced to look on in poignant and fierce
despair while marines stood guard around
the hillside, and digging and blasting went
on. Then, after some days, the ship sailed
away, bearing Hartford with it; while,
standing on the rocky shores of the island,
and looking after the ship with a set and
stony face, was a woman in whose eyes
was deathly despair.
A guard of marines was left on the isl-

and. and it is understood that a large part
of the treasure is still to be removed. The
captain and officers of the war ship which
returned to the British Columbian port of
Esquimault on Wednesday are reticent as
to details, but made no secret of the fact
that the treasure was really located, althoughthey will not admit that any was

actually taken out.
It is understood that the Imperieuse was

compelled to return within a limited time,
in accordance with orders, and that It
was for that reason that a long enough
stay could not be made to get out the
entire treasure. It is also understood that
the treasure had been so carefully hidden,
by the tumbling of great rooks into the
entrance of the cave, that Hartford, althoughhe finally learned the right location,
could not get at the treasure with his
unassisted strength.

[f Showing Where Treasure
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iylotd, Yum Yum, in "The Mi
* | 'HE Mikado and his court, his Lord

High Executioner, little Yum Yum,
Katisba, Nanki Pooh, and all his followers,whom Gilbert and Sullivan made

famous in rhyme and music, will delight
New York again very soon. They will be in
town only one evening, and, of course, will
put up at the Astoria, like the true fashionablesthere and will tell their delightful
nothings for charity on December 18.
On that date the first operatic performancein the ball room theatre of the new

hotel will be given, in aid of the Sisterhood
of the Synagogue, at Central Park and
Seventieth street, by the Metropolitan MusicalSociety, an amateur organization
which compares with many professional
operatic companies, and which, during the
seven years of Its existence, has earned
over $30,000 for charity.
I» its personnel and management the

Metropolitan Musical Company Is remarkable,for It has a permanent orchestra of
fifty skilled musicians, a chorus of twice as

many voices, trained to a degree that Is
truly wonderful, and an all-star cast, composedof men and women whose choir singinghas won them fame.
Thus equipped, it is easy to predict that

"The Mikado" will be Drought out in a

way that will do credit to its composers
as well as its performers, and will afford
an evening of artistic delight to those who
attend its performance.
Yum Yum, who in everyday life is Miss

Margaret Gaylord, the soprano of Plymouth
Church, Brooklyn, will captivate the audience,for she Is just the dearest little personfor that role who has ever assumed it,
and not only looks her part, Tout sings it
to perfection. She has been the coy Japanesemaid before, in Buffalo, where siie sang
with great success in another amateur

oluh

Miss Viola Pratt Gillett, of the Mount
Morris Fifth Avenue Baptist Church, will
be Katisha. Those who remember her Lady
Jane In the Metropolitan Musical Society's
performance of "Patience" at the MetropolitanOpera House last year know what
they may expect.
The gentlemen Japs are equally clever.

F. T. Fredericks will be the wandering
minstrel, Nankl Pooh, "a thing of shreds
and patches." Pooh Bah will be done by
Judson Bushnell, of Dr. MacArthur's church.
Ko Ko will be entrusted to Ralph McGarg
Skinner, of the Marcy Avenue Baptist
Church, Brooklyn, and Victor Baillard. of
Christ Church, Brooklyn, will impersonatePish Tush. Bramhall Child will be the
mighty Mikado.
About one hundred of his subjects, whose

names do not appear in the play, will be
grouped around the pretty little crimsoncurtainedstage, which will be set with
wonderful scenes, showing cherry trees iu
full bloom, a golden sunset of Japan, gorgeousbirds and all the things In which the
artists of that quaint land delight to revel
in.
These hundred Japanese ladies and gentlemen,whose voices will take up the refrainsof the principal actors In chorus, will

be gorgeously arrayed, the women in Kimonos.and the men in insteads, by what-
ever name these may be called. Brocades
and curiously embroidered stuffs will make

g;

Now Found Was Midden.
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ikado" for Charity.
their clothes, which will be as perfect ali
though devised by that master of stage setting,Sir Henry Irving. Mr. Ashmeaa, who
has had great success as a stage manager,
has charge of all the arrangements on the
boards.
The orchestra will be under the direction

of the society's musical director, Edwin J.
Lyons. It began with two members, himselfand a boy friend, some years ago.
They were practising together one day, and
were doing so badly that Mr. Lyons's father,
Julius J. Lyons, who is an able musician,
undertook to show them how the work they
were trying to interpret should be rendered.
The following day some friends of the

two young men also asked for instruction,
and before many weeks a class of thirty
was formed. The members became so interestedin their work that a permanent orchestrawas formed, which has since furnishedmany recruits to the Seidl and Damroschorchestras, for the men receive instructionIn concerted work, that few con-
servatones auuru. utraiucs iuc

perience which only comes from public concerts.
The Metropolitan Musical Society Is a

non-sectarian organization, and plays for
charity only. Its officers are: President,
Julius J. Lyons: Treasurer. Emtfllo Del
Pino; Secretary, William H. Morgan. Rehearsalsof "The Mikado" have been going
on for four months. After Its performance
"Patience" will be revived, and this will
be followed by "The Lady or the Tiger."
by Julius J. Lyons, which was successfully
produced some years ago on the profession*
al stage.

SMITH A VICTIM OF RUM,
The Brain of Grover Clevelandd's Old

Friend Is on a Dissecting Table
at Cornell University.

Ithaca, N. Y., Nov. 6..Professor Wilder,
the eminent physiologist of Cornell University,received a brain from Buffalo this
week. There would be little remarkable
in this but for the fact that It Indicates
the close of the final chapter of one of
life's tragedies.
Lyman B. Smith, once a prominent politicianand a man of wealth and a close

friend of ex-Biesident Cleveland, died a
pauper and his brain will be used for a lessonin anatomy, and, incidentally, In temperance,to the students of this university.
Smith was born in Buffalo, of an old and

reputable family, in 182L He received a

good education, and after leaving school
entered the law office of James T. Hudson,
of that city. At the end of three years he
was admitted to the Bar.
He had a brilliant mind, and as a lawyer

quickly made a name for himself. He was
one of the few men in this State who practisedin the United States Supreme Court
in the '50s.
In 1850 he was elected Treasurer of Erie

County on the Democratic ticket. He held
this office till succeeded by a Republican,
in 18t>2. He became one of the Democratic
leaders in Buffalo. He made money. H®
spent It freely and generously. He made
large donations to his party. He was
everywhere known and liked.
Finally he became known as the Tammanyrepresentative in Buffalo. When the

Tweed ring was in power he was made
Assistant Secretary of the Assembly. He
held this position until the fall of the ring,
which was also the signal for his own first
fall.
From that time his home was in Buffalo

save when he received a minor political
job in the capital city. He made a great
deal of money, but flever kept it. He alwaysclaimed it went for the party.
In the latter part of the '70s Smith's

name began to appear less frequently in
the papers, and by the time of Cleveland's
first election he had faded from public
sight. Poverty had forced complete seclusion.

It seemed as if he grieved for the old
notoriety, for he became morose and began
to drink. Six years ago he had an offi< e

at No. 13V& East Swan street, Buffalo. He
still bad enougn law practice to support
himself, his wife and his son. Five years
ago his wife died, and his downward cours«
was doubled in speed.
Soon he iost all of his clients. He had

not enough money even to pay office rent,
and was forced to close his place in East
Swan street.
Then his old friends, lawyers and politicians,took pity on him and from day to

day gave him enough money to pay for a

room in cheap lodging house localities and
to buy food. Still the old generous spirit
remained, and he took care of one of his
sons, a strong, robust fellow.
His mind became to an extent weakened

» 1 ^ ^ 1->*o -Pa r»rx n"io Vita mnriftl 1 fhpr.

rriometer. In the morning he would start
out on regular rounds of the offices of oldtimefriends with a woe-begone exnresslon.
After a successful trip he would return
happ.v and smiling, and as long as the
money lasted Lyman was again Lyman of
old. But let his pockets be empty, and he
was sour old Smith.
He died last week In the Buffalo General

Hospital, a charity patient. And now hia
brain Is here awaiting dissection.
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